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pressions from without; and reckoned it a pure spiritual desire
that I felt.

Philo's parents had been in connexion with the Herrnhuter
Community : in his library were many writings of Count Zinzen-
dorf *s. He had spoken with me, more than once, very candidly
and clearly on the subject; inviting me to turn over one or two of
these treatises, if it were but for the sake of studying a psycho-
logical phenomenon. I looked upon the Count, and those that
followed him, as very heterodox: and so the Ebersdorf Hymn-
book, which my friend had pressed upon me, lay unread.

However, in this total destitution of external excitements for
my soul, I opened the Hymn-book, as it were by chance; and
found in it, to my astonishment, some songs which actually,
though under a fantastic form, appeared to shadow what I felt.
The originality and simplicity of their expression drew me on.
It seemed to be peculiar emotions expressed in a peculiar way;
no school technology suggested any notion of formality or com-
monplace. I was persuaded that these people felt as I did: I
was very happy to lay hold of here and there a stanza in their
songs, to fix it in my memory, and carry it about with me for
days.

Since the moment when the truth had been revealed to me,
some three months had in this way passed on. At last I came to
the resolution of disclosing everything to Philo, and asking him
to let me have those writings, about which I had now become
immoderately curious. Accordingly I did so, notwithstanding
there was something in my heart which earnestly dissuaded me.

I circumstantially related to him all the story'; and, as he
was himself a leading person in it, and my narrative conveyed
the sharpest reprimand on him,he felt surprised and moved to an
extreme degree. He melted into tears. I rejoiced; believing that,
in his mind also, a full and fundamental change had taken place.

He provided me with all the writings I could require; and
now I had excess of nourishment for my imagination. I made
rapid progress in the Zinzendorfic mode of thought and speech.
And be it not supposed that I am yet incapable of prizing the
peculiar turn and manner of the Count. I willingly do him jus-
tice ; he is no empty phantast; he speaks of mighty truths, and
mostly in a bold figurative style; the people who despise him
know not either how to value or discriminate his qualities.

At that time, I became exceedingly attached to him.   Had I